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Like these half-sleeping girls with tawny necks
And summer's sensual softness in their eyes.

These skiesbled warmth: and while mybloodstays young,
That starving peace, or this protracted war,   *

Vows broken, or friends lost, or songs unsung
Shall leave no permanent and vexing scar..

Goddess or ghost, you say, by shuddering,

And ominous of evil to our land. . . .
I say, defy her, while our blood can sing;

While we stand insolent, as poets stand.

DAVID GASCOYNE

Miserere

'Le desespoir a des ailes
V amour a pour aile nacre
Ledisespoir
Les societes peuvent changer,*
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TENEBRAE

It is finished.' The last nail

Has consummated the inhuman pattern, and the veil
Is torn. God's wounds are numbered.
All is now withdrawn: void yawns
The rock-hewn tomb. There is no more
Regeneration in the stricken sun,
The hope of faith no more,
No height no depth no sign,
And no more history.